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SHE WANTED HER FAT, UGLY HUSBAND OUT 
OF THE WAY. SHE ALSOf WANTED HIS MON¬ 
EY. BUT MOST OF ALL... SHE WANTED HER 
LOVER TO HELP HER. 


I There was the lion, bounding out of 
the brush and heading straight for 
Barrett, who didn’t see it—and, fifty 
feet away, Barrett’s voluptuous young 
wife stood by, with rf'He in her hands, 
and watched, just watched! She wasn’t 
making the slightest attempt to save 
her husband’s life. In fact, I thought 

We were camped near The Iknouc 
River in the French Cameroons, just 
across from Rei Bouba. We were fol- 

been seen in the neighborhood, and 
we hoped to bag a couple to put up 
on our walls at home. What was a 




SAFARI OF DEATH 







STRANGE AS IT MAY SEEM, THE SEXIEST GIRL IN JAPAN DOESN'T LIVE THERE ANY 
MORE. WHEN AN AMERICAN PRODUCER SAW THE EXOTIC DOLLIE, HE WISKED 
HER OFF TO THE STATES AS A PROMISING SHOW GAL. 










Caren Chan is at present a triple threat in the 
field of entertainment. Reason: she’s three girls 
in one 1) a Philosophy major at Northwestern 
University, 2) a secretary at Pat De Carlo’s 
theatrical agency and 3) an up and coming 
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Until she gets her sheepskin from the University, Carcn makes her spending money by doing 
part-time secretarial work for representative Pat De Carlo. And when she gets a job on stage... 
it adds more greenery for her finery. 





I WAS A 


IMIGIER'S 

SI11IIGGLER 


THERE WAS PLENTY OF 
MONEY TO BE MADE BY 
BLACK-MARKETING 
CIGARETTES FROM TANGIERS 
TO ITALY. THERE WAS ALSO 
DEATH AND 
IMPRISONMENT 
FOR THOSE WHO DIDN'T 
MAKE IT. 


rjzrzu-: ssvst;—srr 

ered oyer the waters- choice of making a run for it (and 
shielded ns from the getting blown out of the water) or of 
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gone, and 










thought it would be. Intelligence told me 
to pick up a passenger in my Wellington 
bomber just below Lebiszyn in the north of 
Poland. I thought, the spy must be impor¬ 
tant. Somehow through the gunfire we 
managed to reach our rendezvous. 

“Below, as planned, were three flicker¬ 
ing white lights. We landed and three fig¬ 
ures ran towards us. Suddenly gunfire 
broke out. Two figures doubled up and 
fell. The third fell, half got up and fell 
again. Then a small car with German 
soldiers whizzed towards us. I turned the 
aircraft around to face them. The front 
gunner spun his turret around and gave the 
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enemy a blast. We rescued our shot-up 
passenger and took off with wailing sirens 
in the distance. 

“Our passenger was Magda. She was 
hurt in the shoulder and leg. Otherwise 
she was fine and incidentally, she was the 
most beautiful girl I had ever seen. 

“Through all our encounters with the 
Jerries, Magda was a real sport. But 


though we managed to shake them off, we 
were full of holes and I was running low 
on fuel. 

“We had to crash land. I saw Sutton 
bridge airfield ahead and we belly landed 
with a frightful crash. Luckily we had no 
explosion. 

“I woke up in the hospital with two 
broken legs. Everyone else was all right. 






Magda visited me twice but I learned little 
about her, except that she had parachuted 
into Warsaw at least four times. About her 
experiences she never spoke. Then one day 
she disappeared altogether. I never saw 
her again until I spied her at the Mayol. 

“Backstage she greeted me like a long 
lost brother. She was now blonde, but still 
very beautiful. We went for a cocktail and 
I asked her many questions about herself 
and her experiences. ‘There are many 


theengs ve still cannot talk about Tony, 
you understand’. Then she changed the 
subject, ‘My new show, Tony, you like it?’ 
When I nodded, she added, ‘It’s the most 
exciting theeng I have ever done’.” 

So with nerves of steel, but with a body 
of warm and wonderful flesh Modem Mata 
Hari, Magda Durban, continues to rebuild 
her post-war life (and her reputation) 
as one of Europe’s most fabulous exotic 
dancers. 













THE NIGHT OF THE WILD 
ORGIES OF THE DYAK 
TRIBE WAS THE MOST 
SENSUAL, EROTIC AND 
EXOTIC NIGHT WE HAD 
EVER HAD THE PLEASURE 
TO SPEND... IT WAS ALSO, 
ALMOST OUR LAST NIGHT 
ON EARTH. 


Raymond Pellegrini 


Sarawak, a British crown colony that 
looks out at the South China Sea. A 
seven-man team—three Italians, an 
Englishman, and myself (I am of 
mixed French and Italian ancestry, but 
have lived in the United States since 
1941)—had been commissioned to 
make a documentary film on this little 
known region of Borneo. For one hun¬ 
dred five year, Sarawak had been the 
private property of the Brooke family, 
the White Rajas, who had governed 
(Continued on next page) 


T he Dyak village was just ahead 
of us in the steaming tropical jungle. 
We had left the boats tethered to palm 
trees at the edge of the river, a muddy 
tributary of the Rajang, and we were 
making our way through the thick 
rain-forest, our cameras slung over our 
shoulders, while sweat poured in riv¬ 
ulets down our bodies and annoying 
insects of fantastic size and fabulous 
coloration nipped at our skins. 

This was the high point of our 


















ATTACKED BY 
MONSTER CRABS 

CAN YOU THINK OF A MORE HORRIBLE WAY 
TO DIE, THAN TO BE TORN TO SHREDS BY A 
HORDE OF MONSTER CRABS? I CAN'T! BE¬ 
CAUSE IT ALMOST HAPPENED TO ME ... 
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THE SOUTH AMERICAN 
STRIP-TEASE MILL 

Hottest gimmick on the South American market is the old fashioned North Ameri¬ 
can shell game we call... strip-tease for suckers. 




Near the bustling, hustling Brazilian 
city of Rio de Janeiro is one of South 
America's most famous landmakrs: 
the Club Del Lido. Here, in an exotic 
atmosphere,, the tourist is separated 
from his dollar the most painless way 
possible... by watching a bevy of 
beautiful women take off their 
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Therefore the sports who want the real thing 
don't go to the popular niteries. Instead, the 
shrewd ones in the know, hop a taxi to the 
nearest private club like the one we show here. 


For a small membership fee of about five bucks 
American, anyone can "join" the private club. 
Drinks, food and fun are just a little extra but 
it's more than worth it when compared to the 
run of the mill strip joints that don't. 





But don't forget... beware the average South 
American strip-tease mill. You'll lose all in¬ 
terest in the game once you see what federal 
regulations can do to hamper the wonderful 
sport in the tropical country of Brazil. 


As the evening progress in the private 
club... the music, drinks and the 
women grow warmer and warmer. 
And at the grand finale. Off comes 
everything the law will allow. And 
if you're there on a particularly good 
night... somethings the law doesn't 


If you think you've seen all the 
strippers the world over, you'll still 
be pleasantly surprised when you 
meet the ones in Brazil. The big dif¬ 
ference here is the music. Blase as 
you may think you are, there's 
nothing quite as thrilling as watching 
a strip tease done to the strains of 
a Cha, Cha, Cha. 



























FRANCE’S NUDE MODEL 
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One of the world’s daffiest (and delightful) celebrations is enacted each year at the 


famed Mouling Rouge nitery in Paris, France. It’s called ... 


Picasso may well be the lion of Paris' artists—but then he paints only on canvases. Human 
bodies are infinitely harder to paint on—for a variety of reasons—and the master of this me¬ 
dium is Monsieur Choppy, master of the Moulin Rouge. 







A true artist, M. Choppy (that's his real 
name) picks each girl according to the char¬ 
acter she's going to portray. "Eet would be 
most impossible," says the artist, "to have 
a nautical theme painted on the back of a 
girl who is really cut out for something else." 































ATTACKED BY 
MONSTER CRABS 
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NOW ! Run your car 

HALFONGAS, 
HALF ON AIR... 


























DIFFERENT BOOKS! 













































BETTER HAIR . . . 




































PORTABLE TRANSISTOR RADIO 





























• We will show you how to earn $8,750 PROFIT first 
year on just two jobs a day. We furnish all equipment 
and supplies . . . personally train you in your town to run: 














